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O, orbs and globes mere eddies, waves,
In me the surging oceans wide
Do rise and fall, vibrate, roll on.

O worlds, my planets, spindles, turn;
Expose me all your parts and sides,
And dancing, bask in light of life.

A LULLABY
I
Sleep, baby, sleep.
No sobs, no cries, ne'er weep.
Rest undisturbed, all fears fling,
To praise Thee all the angels sing.
Arbiter of riches, beauty and gifts,
Thy Innocent Atma governs and lifts.
II
Soft roses, silvery dew-drops sweet,
Honey, fragrance, zephyrs, genial heat,
Melodious warbling, notes so dear,
And all that pleases eye or ear,
Come from Thy heavenly, blissful home:
Pure, pure Thou art, untainted Om.
Sleep, baby, sleep, etc.
Ill
No foes, no fear, no danger, none,
Can touch Thee, O Eternal One!
Sweet, lovely, tender, gentle, calm,
Of sleep Thy Atman doth embalm.
Thyself doth raise the spangled dome
Of starry heavens, O darling Om !
Sleep, baby, sleep, etc.
IV
The sun and moon Thy playing balls,
The rainbow arch bedecks Thy halls,